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A Clockwork Christmas 


A million fires burned across London, turning the night air thick with smoke and ash. Amid it all, the first 
snowflakes of winter were trying to settle on the city's cold, cobbled streets. 


Wrapped in furs and with his hands hidden inside a muff, David glanced into the shops of Knightsbridge. Each 
was more wonderful than the next as the retailers pulled out each of their tricks in order to celebrate 
Christmas. New electric lights twinkled behind the large panes of glass and, beneath their gaze, sat multitudes 
of gifts and treats. Each display changed as he walked further along the illustrious streets of Knightsbridge. 
The area sold everything from the finest garments to meats sourced from every corner of the country to 
humble barrowmen hawking roasted chestnuts. The area was awash with people scurrying to buy last minute 
festive purchases. Many would be servants out buying for their masters, or spending the little money they'd 
squirrelled away. 


David could have brought anything he wanted from any of the many shops he passed. His life was one of 
relaxation and pleasure tharks to the work of his partner and David was free to spend his days as he wished. 
Much of his time was spent writing as he turned the little ideas that came to his mind into works of literary 
art. He had shunned having a house full of servants, instead choosing to cook and care for his beloved himself. 
And now, during the most beautiful time of the year, he shopped for a gift to give the man who had given 


David everything he could ever dream of. 


Somewhere in the distance, a train rattled along one of the city's many overhead railroads. The local 
governments had chosen not only to dig beneath the earth and place rail tracks there, but also to fly them 
into the air and above the buildings. With the city's population growing on a yearly basis and the roads, 
including the ones of Knightsbridge, filled with horse drawn and horseless carriages, London needed all the 
transportation it could get. Brompton Road was on such thoroughfare with horse drawn carriages clogging the 


road and clouds of steam bellowing from those that drove themselves. 

As he passed the bright lights and sweet smells of Harrods, David believed he heard a voice. A voice so quiet 
and faint that it could have been mistaken for the breeze brushing by the buildings. He walked back until he 
stood in the boulevard between the brightly lit store and darkened neighbouring building. Before him was the 
electrically lighted sign that signalled a subterranean railroad station. 

"Could you spare a penny, please, sir? Could you spare a penny, please, ma'am?" the voice softly repeated. 
David followed the voice through the early evening crowds until he found himself standing before a darkened 
doorway. Harrods stood behind him, her bright lights barely illuminating the hunched figure that sat in the 
shadows. A thin blanket was pulled around them and they held out a wizened hand. 

"Penny, please, sir?" the male voice rasped, 

Forgetting about the detritus upon the cobbles, David knelt down and looked into the figure's face. They looked 
barely older than twenty, their eyes cavernclike hollows. Tangled hair brushed their shoulders and they drew 
their hand back as they peered at David. 

"What's your name?" David softly asked. 


The figure blinked but remained silent. David decided to press on. 


‘I'm David. David Ellefson. | live not far from here and was wondering if you would care to join me for some 


supper?" 

"You ain't one of those queers, are you?" The figure had a distinctly male voice. 

David smiled softly. "I am but l'm also very much in love with my partner so you will be safe." 
"And him?" 


David's smile grew a little. "He is more interested in his toys than in chasing anyone else" Getting to his feet, 
David offered out his hand. "Do please come. It would make me very happy if you did" 


The boy took his hand and slowly pulled himself to his feet. Slowly he collected the blanket, pulling a wooden 


crutch from beneath it as he did. David felt his heart break and he reached out to support the scrawny 


young man. 
"You did not tell me your name," David said. 


"Oliver," the boy replied. "My name's Oliver." 


As they walked, David watched Oliver. The young man leaned heavily on the crutch, his body obviously ravaged 
by polio. The blanket was wrapped around his shoulders and, as they passed from gas lamp to gas lamp, David 
could see that Oliver was dressed in threadbare clothes. The ankles of his trousers were frayed and worn. 


Much to David's horror, Oliver was not wearing shoes. 
"You must be frozen," he quietly exclaimed. 


The young man didn't reply and David carefully lead him across Brompton Road. They weaved in and out of the 
snarled traffic. Horses whinnied, anxious to move, their shod feet clattering against the cobbles. David looked 
down and spotted a Sweeper scuttling among the carriages. Looking much like an oversized spider, it carried a 
basket on its back, carefully collecting litter as it went. He smiled, awed by the advances the human race was 


making. 


It was only a few moments more before they were away from the brash sounds of the shopping district. 
Rows of white terraced houses swept around a small private park. Most were decorated for the coming 
festive days with big fur trees and garish ornaments glittering in their windows. David was especially proud of 
the one that stood in the window of his house. Its branches were adorned with ornaments in red and gold. Tiny 
lights, powered by the most modern of marvels, twinkled among the pine needles. As David looked up, he could 
see similar trees in each of their windows. His partner adored Christmas and everything that came with the 


season, a trait that David loved and adored. 


The house stood four stories tall. A balcony hung beneath the first floor windows. On rainy summer days, 
David enjoyed sitting out on the balcony and feeling the warm raindrops against his skin 


"You're one of those rich folks, aren't you?" Oliver said. 


‘lm not, but my partner is," David replied. "| was once a clerk in the city. | worked for a bank doing menial 


tasks until | met Dave. Come. You can meet him." 


David held the door open and allowed Oliver to step into the hallway. A staircase curved up to the upper levels, 
its bannister shining in the light of the chandelier. Another tree stood in the hallway, its boughs wrapped in 
gold and red tinsel. A golden star sat atop the tree, a single jewel sitting at its heart. Beside him, Oliver gazed 


around himself in wonder before giving a low whistle. 


"You sure done well for yourself, mister.” 


"Thank you." Walking along the wide hallway, David opened a door beneath the stairs. "Dave!" he called. "Dave, we 


have a guest I'd like you to meet” 


Beneath the lights of the house, David could take a longer look at Oliver while they waited for his lover to 
make an appearance. The boy was far thinner than David had first imagined. his cheekbones were prominent 
and his hazel eyes flicked back and forth. Rarely did they settle on David. His hair was blonde and looked to be 
lank and matted. Boyish stubble danced along his chin and the crutch was tucked beneath one arm. Oliver kept 
his withered leg curled up and David noticed that he rarely attempted to use it. Maybe it was too badly 
damaged just like his hand? 


"Are you from London?" David asked. "I don't believe | recognise your accent" 


He unbuttoned his coat and hung it on the coat stand. The muff, scarf, and hat quickly followed. Beneath the 
necessary winter layers, David wore a suit of green with a white shirt beneath it. The cuffs and collar of the 


jacket were picked out in golden embroidery. He was smoothing his hands over the jacket when Oliver replied. 


"l'm from up north. Liverpool. My folks worked on the docks. They wanted to keep me. Didn't want me going to 
a work house." He shrugged and looked away. "They came down here ‘cause we apparently have family down 
here. But somethin’ happened to them, Mum, Dad, the rest of the family, and | found myself on the street. 


Wasn't going to go in to a work house." 


"Not that | can blame you." David laid a hand on the younger man's shoulder. "You can take a bath, if you 
wish? We'll find you some clean clothes and get some food into you. You're welcome to stay the night, too." 


At that, Oliver looked up, something dancing through his eyes. "Really?" 
David smiled. "Yes." 


At that moment, the door beneath the stairs opened and a dishevelled figure stepped out. His long, dark hair 
would have been tied into his neck had it not been trying to explode from his head. Soot, or dirt, David couldn't 
decide, dusted the other man's face. His once white shirt was now grey and his black trousers were dusted 
with something white. As per usual, Dave wore no shoes, his feet darkened with whatever coated his face. And, 


in his hands, he proudly carried his latest creation. 
"David, look!" the dark haired man said. 


David plucked an egg-like ornament from his lover's cupped palms. The brass surface was smooth, yet David 
found a tiny, fingernail sized indent on the base. Pressing it, he watched as the egg began to crack. The shell 
clicked and the cracks widened until they eventually peeled back to reveal a small, toy chick sitting at the 


centre. 


Chuckling, David handed it back. "Very good. Very clever. And you will have it ready in time for Easter?" 
"Of course! Why have a chocolate egg when you can have one that keeps on giving day after day?" 
David smiled and turned to Oliver. "Oliver, this is Dave. Dave, this is Oliver. | met him on the Brompton Road" 


The boy went to shrink back but was unable to once his hand was taken and shaken. "A friend of David's?!" 


Dave exclaimed. "Fantastic. Come on in and eat with us. David, did you show him to the bathroom yet?" 


David's smile was one that was filled with warmth. "No, | thought you could help him with the bathroom while | 
prepared some food. And please find some new clothes for both of you." 


In contrast to the streets of London, the kitchen was warm and welcoming. Stew bubbled in a pot that hung 
over the fire and the smell of baking bread filled the tiled room. David carefully loaded one of the number of 
contraptions that Dave had built for him. This particular one was a metal cabinet that kept food warm while it 
was transported from one area to another. Not only that, but the box could also climb the stairs that lead 
from the basement kitchen to the ground floor dining room before setting itself back on all wheels. It was an 


amazing piece of modern technology and David adored it. 


As he placed ceramic dishes of vegetables onto the cabinet's shelves, David thought back over his life with 
Dave. They had met completely by chance one evening in the city. David had been sharing a drink with friends 
in a public house close to Leicester square. They had all planned to go to the theatre together as Oscar Wilde's 
latest play was being staged at the nearby Lyric Theatre. David had been giddy with excitement at the 


prospect of seeing one of his idol's productions. 


They had been laughing and joking as they'd left the public house and it was at that moment that David had 


walked straight into the man who he would fall in love with. 


Startled, he'd apologised, stumbling over his words before the dark haired man in the top hat had chuckled and 
told him to stop. It had been a jovial request rather than an order, the man's voice filled with happiness. He'd 
introduced himself and, before David had known what was happening, he was bidding farewell to his friends and 
returning to the warmth of the bar. 


A week later and David left his job at the bank. It had bee a miserable existence earning pennies while those 


around him had amassed great fortunes. He knew he had been worth more and Shaftesbury Avenue was 


where he had found it. 


Taking the food to the dining room, David was pleased to find that Dave had done as he had asked. Oliver was 
now bathed and dressed in some of David's clothes. It meant that David could get a better look at him. He 
noted the slight golden hue to the boy's skin and the way his hair fell in a straight line to his shoulders. A new 
pair of slippers hugged his feet, his right leg a little bent and twisted. 


"What's your surname, Oliver?" he asked. "Maybe we can find your family." 

"It won't help," the boy replied. 

‘I'd tell him," Dave interjected. "David knows people. They might be able to help." 

Oliver's hazel eyes looked up and David was sure he could see the boy trying to keep his composure. 
"Hawkins," he replied. "My family name is Hawkins." 


David pondered the name as he set the table with food. "Ill ask at the church tomorrow. Someone must know 


something. Or they will known someone who does." 


"David works for several charities," Dave proudly said. "Its one of those qualities that | love about him. He 


gives everything he has." 


David smiled to himself before he looked at the two men. "Come and eat before this goes cold." 


The bedroom was lit by a hissing hurricane lamp and a roaring fire. While they had both gas and electric 
lighting, David much preferred to keep things modest while they retired. The low lights and warm fire reminded 
him that it was time to rest. 


In the centre of the room was a large four poster bed Drapes hung from the sides, cloaking them in a 


beautiful darkness. 
He carefully folded his clothes onto a chair and pulled the long nightshirt over his head. He was just about to 
step in to bed when Dave, as naked as the day he was born, stepped from the adjoining bathroom. David noted 


how the younger man's eyes swept up and down him, a small smile playing on Dave's lips as he stepped closer. 


He allowed the other man to take him in his arms, one strong arm wrapping around David's narrow waist while 


warm lips burrowed through David's hair and to his ear. 

"You're a good man," Dave murmured. 

"I like to think so," David softly replied. 

He rested his head against Dave's shoulder and draped his arms around his lover's waist. To him, Dave was 


beautiful. his dark eyes constantly twinkled with mischief and his lips rarely spoke a bad word. His body fitted 


perfectly with David's, his strong arms protecting the smaller man from any danger. 


"You always find such good people." 

David smiled. "I try." 

They'd spoken more with Oliver over dinner and the young man had told them about his life. His story had 
broken David's heart and he wanted to reach out and help in any way he could, just like they did with so many 


other people so many times throughout the year. 


Dave's hand caressed his back. "I might see if he wants to work for me. He has long nimble fingers. | believe 


he'll be an asset to the workshop. Or in the laboratory." 


"That would be nice," David purred. His eyes were growing heavy, Dave's touches making him melt against the 


taller man. 
"Do you think | should?" 


"I think you should," David replied. "I'll go and speak to the foundation tomorrow and see if they can trace his 


family. If they can't we shall have to see about putting him into one of the communal houses.” 
"Or keeping him here." 

David grinned and laughed softly. "Have you taken a shine to this young man, Mr Grohl?" 

‘| may have done, Mr Ellefson" Dave's hand slowly slid from David's back and down to is rear. 


David closed his eyes and purred softly as strong, calloused fingers squeezed his buttocks. They gently tugged 
on the nightshirt, lifting it and exposing his naked skin beneath it. 


"You know," Dave's voice was becoming deeper and turning into a tone that made David's knees weak, "one of 
the things | most admire about you is your ability to put others before yourself. It does the strangest things 


to me. | was wondering if | could show you exactly what it did to me?" 


Lifting his head from Dave's shoulder, David smiled and leaned in to press his lips to the other man’s. He 
reached behind himself and wrapped his fingers around Dave's wrist, urging him to draw the nightshirt clear 


of his rump. 


"| would indeed," he softly replied. 


Grohl's Trinkets and Curios had been created many years before David had met Dave. By the time of their 
fateful meeting, the small company had grown in to an empire spanning business, supplying every country along 
Great Britain's trade routes. The toys and trinkets were created for every major holiday from Easter to Whit 


Week to Halloween to Christmas. Each new creation brought joy not just to their creator and his partner but 
also to the children who brought them. 


Once he'd laid out a breakfast of bread and cheese for the still sleeping men, David set the machine that sat in 
the sink running. It was another of Dave's time saving devices, designed to wash, dry and stack the dishes. Once 


that was done, David pulled a long, thick coat around his shoulders and left. 


He made his way to the small church on the corner of their street. From there, a foundation had been 
established in order to aid those who had moved to the city and lost their way. London's population had 
boomed over the past few years. However, a number of problems had come with it including homelessness, 


hunger, and disease. Oliver would be just one in a number that passed through the church's doors. 


David could see his breath form small clouds before him as he walked into the chilly vestibule. Like most 
places of worship, the walls were all but bare brick and he knew that there would not be much heat beyond 
the second door. Silently he thanked God for the hot drinks and thick, doughy cake that would be served to all 


who entered. 


He pushed open the heavy wooden door and was heat by the gentle babble of voices from beyond the main 
sanctuary. His hobnail boots clipped against the tiled floor as he followed the voices and made his way down 
the aisle and through a third, and final door. The area beyond the sanctuary was small but served the purpose 
of a gathering area for the Foundation of Wayward Souls. Hot, sweet tea and the aforementioned cake were 
served as dribs and drabs of people filed in Some were familiar faces who came day after day to find out the 
status of missing relatives or to find new work Others who arrived were new, lost and confused amid the 


smoke stacks of the city. 


David was greeted by the vicar, a portly man dressed in black robe and a dog collar. "Good morning, Mr 


Ellefson. It is good to see you again" 
"Good morning, Vicar. How is everything today?" 


"We are doing well. The fund to repair the spire is coming along nicely and we've had three new families 


register already." 


David smiled. "Good. | shall come and help in time. First | need to do some research into a young man we 


rescued from the streets last night" 


"Last night was bitterly cold," the vicar said. His expression was one of sadness and David knew that London's 
poor weighed heavily on his mind. "You did a good deed. God will be proud of you." 


David's smile weakened a little. "Indeed. Thankfully, it seems that Mr Grohl may have work and a place for this 


young man to live. However, he's become separated from his family. It is them | want to trace." 


"How old is the poor mite?" 


‘I'd say early twenties," David replied. "But he's a victim of polio and | refuse to leave him out there, especially 


at this time of the year. Even more so with some of the people | know roam this area" 

"Indeed," the Vicar replied. "Well, best of luck to you. Do let us know if you need any assistance." 

"I will indeed. Thank you." 

Once David had greeted those around him, he poured himself a cup of strong tea and made his way to the 
locked cupboard that held the files for those who passed through the church. He found the one beginning "HA" 
and sat on the small, rickety stool. A gas lamp illuminated the ceiling while a small desk lamp cast light over 
the pages. 

There were several pages listing families by the name of Hawkins but none of them included a family member 


by the name of Oliver. David finally gave up and returned the handwritten log to its shelf. Returning to the 
small room, he found it filled with people, the cold and threat of snow obviously bringing them inside. 


After registering several families, David packaged up a few pieces of cake and made his way home. He knew 


that both Dave and Oliver would enjoy the treat, Dave especially so. Yet Oliver's life still played on his mind 

He left the cake in the kitchen and, keeping his thick, warm clothes on, David collected a hand basket and a pair 
of pruning shears. A small Sweeper, reminiscent of the larger ones he saw on the streets, scuttled past him in 
search of dust and small pieces of debris left behind by its master. 

David stopped at a brass speaking tube that hung on the wall beside the stairs. A number of buttons lined the 
wall beneath it, each marked with a different room. Picking up the tube, he pressed the button for the 
workshop and waited. 

"Hello," Dave's voice was cheery and David smiled. 

"Hello. Do you have Oliver down there with you?" 

"I do indeed. Would you like to speak to him?" 


"No, | was wondering if he wanted to come and cut some holly with me," David replied. 


"lll send him right up." 


There was a sharp chill to the air and snowflakes were already beginning to dance down from the heavy, grey 


skies. With the key to the private park in his pocket, David lead Oliver across the silent road and through the 
gate. The trees were bare and the grass was hidden beneath a layer of frost. Crisp, dead leaves dotted the 
gravel path and, amid the slumbering trees and bushes, were a number of holly bushes, their branches alight 
with bright red berries. 

"Have you had a good morning?" David asked. 


| have, sir, thank you," Oliver replied. 


David smiled as he set the wicker basket on a bench. "You don't have to address me as sir. David is just fine." 


He paused before asking, "Oliver, do you have any other names you may be known by?" 
The young man frowned and leaned heavily on his crutch. "Why?" 


"I went to look through some of the registers that the church keeps. | found many families under the name of 
Hawkins but none of them listed a family member by the name of Oliver. I'm curious, that's all." 


"My family sometimes referred to me as Taylor." 

"Taylor," David repeated. "Any reason for that?" 

‘Its my middle name and | had an uncle called Oliver. It stopped confusion, | suppose.” 

"What do you prefer to be called?" David asked. 

"Oliver." 

"Okay." David smiled. "Oliver it is." 

David nodded as he began to prune long stems of holly. He handed them to Taylor who, in turn, placed them in 
the basket. They worked in silence for a while, taking in the peacefulness of the park. It was a break from the 
noise of the city, the clattering of carriages, train and factories hidden by several streets. Airships silently 
drifted overhead as they made their way to and from the city. David watched Oliver from the corner of his 
eye, smiling softly as the boy swept hair from his eyes and took in his surroundings. He looked far better than 
he had the previous evening, his eyes positively glowing as he hunkered inside a large coat. 


Finally, the young man spoke, "I heard you and Mr Grohl last night." 


Despite the cold, David felt a blush touch his cheeks. In the heat of the moment, he'd forgotten that they'd 


placed Oliver in the guest room next to their own room. 


'| apologise," David said. "And, for the record, Mr Grohl prefers to be called Dave. He'll get upset if you call 


him anything formal. He's very.. informal.” 


"It made me excited," Oliver's voice was soft, a whisper that was almost lost to the city. 


At those words, a shudder ran down David's spine and something tightened in his groin. His lips were suddenly 


dry in the bitter air and he found he couldn't look at the blonde man beside him. 
"How so?" David quietly asked 
"It made me touch myself." 


David gasped softly, the heat in his cheeks deepening. "Do you." he stalled as he tried to find the correct 


words. "Do you have a partner?" 

"No. | haven't had one for years. Not since | was eighteen anyway." 

That made David smile a little but he still refused to look at Oliver. "That is only a few years." 
"Still a lifetime to me." 

"Would you like a partner?" 

"Of course. Who wouldn't?" 

David dared to ask, "Male or female?" 

"| don't know." 


He did not know why they were having this conversation. Was Oliver hinting at something? Or was it just an 


unconscious stream of conversation that so many young people seemed to have? 
"We might be able to find you someone," David softly said. 
"| could bring you pleasure," Oliver softly said. "I would like to, to say thank you for your kindness.” 


David hung his head, a branch of holly hanging from his fingers. "Yours is a sweet offer but Dave and | are in 


a committed relationship and have been for several years now. There has never been another in our bed 
"Will you speak to him?"Oliver gently pressed. 
"l'm not sure." 


He was unsure. He loved Dave very much. Yet the idea of sharing their bed, at least for one night, was doing 


strange things to David. 


"Please?" 


David felt his shoulders sag. "I'll talk to him. But please do not be mad if we say no." 


As he arranged the holly upon the fireplaces, David pondered Oliver's request. It was a strange one but 


certainly not unheard of among young men, especially those who had no one of their own to rely on 


Oliver had left him to go back to the workshop. They had changed the subject and the young man had told him 


how Dave was showing him his work David had no doubt that Oliver would be an asset to the company. 


David heard footsteps behind him as he arranged candles among the foliage. Arms slid around his waist and lips 


found the curve of his neck David chuckled softly and leaned his head to one side 
"Hello," he softly said 

"Ive missed you today’ 

"Because you've had to make your own food?" David gently teased. 

T 


David turned to face the dark haired man. Dave's face was again spotted with black dust and his hair was a 


mess. Smiling, he gave the younger man a gentle kiss. 

"IIl make you something in a while," he said. "| need to speak to you about Oliver" 
Dave frowned. "Oh?" 

"When we went to the park, he mentioned that he overheard us last night." 
Dave's expression changed, a small smile cracking his lips. 


Its not funny. | know you think it is. But that's not what | want to talk to you about. He wants." David sighed 


and stepped back He ran a hand through his long, blonde hair. "He wants someone to take care of him." 
"In what way?" Dave asked. 
‘In a sexual way." 


David leaned against the fireplace and watched as Dave sat down. The younger man crossed his legs as he 


looked to David, an earnest expression on his face. 

"How does it make you feel?" Dave asked. 
"Uncomfortable. l'm in a committed relationship with you." 
"| know but that's not to say we can't help." 


"Dave," David sighed. "There is helping someone. And then there's helping someone. There needs to be 
boundaries in place to stop such things happening.” 


"Do you find him attractive?" 


Stepping away from the fireplace, David moved to sit beside his lover. He watched as a Sweeper trotted in and 
began to clean the fireplace. It was followed by the Firelighter, an eight-legged coal scuttle that lay and lit the 


fires in every room. 
"He is sweet, yes," David replied. 


"We don't have to have intercourse with him. But he is a young man and | want him to feel comfortable here," 
Dave said. "| want him to feel like he can express himself. And, as a young man, he will have a strong libido. 


Don't you remember how we were when we were young?" 
David chuckled. "I can't speak for you but | know what | was like." 


Dave's smile was warm and loving. "Exactly. What l'm saying is that we can give him a helping hand. | won't 
consider it a violation of our relationship and | hope you won't either. As long as it does not become 
intercourse there is no reason we can't help him. Hopefully it will give him the confidence to go out into the 
world and find someone of his own. And if he wishes to thank you, then let him. He will mean as well as you 


do." 

David sighed and watched the Firelighter for a moment longer before he turned his attention to Dave. 

"You're a noble man," he said softly. "Noble and trusting and | appreciate that in you." 

"As are you." Dave's smile widened and he leaned in to give David the gentlest of kisses. "Your heart is in the 
right place and | know you want to give Oliver everything you have. For once it may include a little more than 
you anticipated. The question is, how do we go about this?" 

"As you said, he's young and has a strong libido. | think one of us should be with him a few times a day. 


Maybe in the morning, afternoon and evening. Anything else he needs, he can do himself," David said. "There are 


plenty of rags around. I'll have some cleaned for him to use." 


"| like that idea. You're a good man, David. Never forget that." 


David allowed Dave to go back down to the workshop. Christmas may have been only days away but there 
were other festivals and holidays to prepare for. He also knew that the issue with Oliver was not one that 
would affect Dave. The younger man knew that David's heart lay with him and vice versa. Nothing would pull 
them apart. 

Feeling more settled, he went to the kitchen and began to prepare supper. The larder was filled with delicious 
Christmas delights and David couldn't wait to sample them come Christmas Day. He heard footsteps on the 
stairs as he diced onions. Placing the knife to one side, David wiped his hands on a towel and turned to find 
Oliver limping down towards him. 

David smiled softly. "Hello." 

The young man nodded to him before sitting on a stool beside the door. 

"Are you okay?" 


Again, the young man nodded, his eyes staring at the tiled floor. David pulled up another stool and sat beside 
him. He rested a hand on Oliver's knee. 


"You can speak with me," David said softly. 
‘lm sorry about earlier," Oliver finally said. "I shouldn't have said what | said." 


David frowned. "And why ever not? You were curious and you spoke your mind. That's a perfectly natural 


thing to do." 
Hazel eyes peered up at David from behind Oliver's veil of blonde hair. "You mean that?" 


"Yes." David smiled softly and gently squeezed Oliver's thigh. "I spoke with Dave and we've come to an 


agreement in order to help you." 
"How?" 


ell, as long as Tnere is No inTercourse beTween us, one OT US will be wi ou a Tew Times a day in order To 
"Well, as long as th t bet f Il be with you a few t day der t 


allow you to experience the touch of another human" 


He saw a smile flicker across Oliver's lips and David slid his hand from the young man's thigh and to his groin 
His fingers whispered over the other man's clothed penis, amazed at its size, even in its flaccid state. Oliver 


gasped softly beneath David's touches, his hips shifting against the stool. 


David gently rubbed Oliver to hardness before he stood. Sitting on the floor with his back against the wall, he 
motioned the blonde man closer. Oliver stood and made his way to David, seeming to sense what was wanted of 


him as he sat with his back to David. 


Wrapping an arm around the younger man's narrow waist, David let his hand rest on Oliver's erection. He could 
feel the hard flesh throbbing through the rough tweed of the other man's trousers. For a moment, he held 
his hand still, allowing Oliver to feel him and allowing himself that time to appreciate the other's body. David 
could feel his heart softening towards Oliver and, while he loved Dave with all of his heart and soul, there was 
no reason that he couldn't tend to another 


Slowly he began to move his hand, the firm heel rubbing over the gentle curve of Oliver's clothed cock. Soft 
gasps and sighs left the blonde man’s lips and his head came to rest against David's shoulder. David could feel 


his own arousal growing, his black trousers becoming tight. 
Let him thank you. 


Dave's words went around David's head. He knew what his lover was referring to but David knew it would take 


time before he allowed another man to touch him in the same way that Dave did. 


He added pressure to the young man's erection, a soft moan leaving his own lips as Oliver threw his head back 
and pushed his hips into David's hand. Closing his hand around Oliver's substantial cock, David used the rough 
fabric to stroke him. The sounds that the other man made went straight to his groin, igniting the fire that 


burned in his stomach. 


Touching his lips to Oliver's cheek, David squeezed him, encouraging him to do whatever he needed to reach 
that final, climatic moment. He tightened his arm around the other man's waist, holding him tight as he felt 
Oliver squirm and listened to him moan With a final shift of his hips, Oliver shuddered and cried out, his 
erection hot and throbbing against David's palm. Almost instantly, David felt a warm dampness soak the young 
man's trousers and he held Oliver close as he rode his wave of pleasure. 


David lay in their bed with the blankets pulled around himself. A lamp burned on the bedside cabinet. Beneath 
the sheets, another fire raged, his cock hard against his stomach. The thought of what he'd done with Oliver 
excited him in ways he should never have thought of. He didn't want to believe that he could do such things 


and, despite Dave's blessing, violate the union he had with the man who loved him. 


He heard the door creak and, beyond the bed's drapes, he saw a shadow move around. He smiled as he heard 
Dave begin to undress. 


"How was Oliver?" his lover asked. 


David sighed and settled back against the pillows. His erection was becoming uncomfortable and he reached 


beneath the sheets to adjust himself. 
"He did what he needed to," David replied. 


"Good" The drapes were pulled to one side and the younger man, as naked as the day he was born, crept into 


bed. "How do you feel?" 
"Like I've violated us." 


Dave lifted the blankets and slipped beneath them. "But you haven't. We talked about it and it's okay. He needs 


people to be able to trust as he's been out on the streets and | suspect he's seen many horrors." 


David smiled softly and pulled the blankets tighter around himself. He winced as his nightshirt brushed over his 


cock. 
"Are you feeling okay?" 
David nodded. "Fine," he sighed. "Just fine." 


Fingers crept beneath the sheets and slid over his hip. Lips followed, kissing his cheek as Dave found what he 
was hiding. 


"| don't call this fine," he murmured. "I take it that whatever happened is playing on your mind?" 

David sighed as his lover's fingers swept over his cock "A little, yes." 

"Would you like to tell me about what happened?" 

‘| can, yes." 

The sheets were pulled back and David found himself exposed. Normally he wasn't one to hide his modesty, 
instead revelling in being naked with his beautiful partner. But it felt like things had changed and he drew his 
legs up to hide his arousal. Beside him, Dave chuckled and eased David's knees back to the bed. 


"Lie on your front for me," Dave quietly said. 


At that, David smiled. He knew what was coming and it was something he adored. Pushing the blankets into a 


pile, David lay himself over them, eagerly awaiting his lover's hands. 


When they finally touched him, David gave a sigh of happiness. His eyes fell closed and he raised his hips a 
little as Dave gently tugged at the hem of the nightshirt. 


"Tell me about him. What was he like?" 


"He's beautiful,” David replied softly. "So beautiful. He also has an innocence to him. You were right; he only 


wants to be loved" 


Dave's hands moved higher and gently began to massage David's plump rear through the thin fabric. Again, 
David sighed as the material moved against his otherwise naked skin. Pleasure rippled through him, making him 
tingle and arch his back, determined to push himself closer. Dave's gentle touches caused him to press himself 


against the blankets, his cock beginning to ache. 
"And his cock? What was that like?" 
"| did not take it out. | made him release in his trousers." 


Dave's voice became deeper, taking on a note of lust, and David groaned as his nightshirt was inched higher, 


finally exposing his ass. "Did you? Did he enjoy it?" 
"I believe so. He is.. large when erect. And he climaxes very quickly and with a lot of semen" 


Once the nightshirt was settled in the small of David's back, Dave's hand moved back to his bottom. He cupped 
first one cheek, and then the other, giving them both gentle squeezes that made David moan and tremble. He 
pressed himself closer to the bed, his cock demanding the same delightful release that Oliver had experienced a 


few hours earlier. 


"As we said," Dave softly replied, "he is a young man and | suspect that he has a build up of fluid that he 
needs to get rid of. Maybe it will lessen once he has calmed a little?" 


David gritted his teeth and pressed himself back into his lover's delightful, yet teasing, hands. "Maybe." 
"Would you like to climax quickly?" 
Slowly David began to rock his hips, the tingling sweeping over his entire body. "Yes. Yes, | would.” 


Dave was gentle and calm, his hands gently patting at David's ass. The smacks were light and barely there but 
were enough to drive David's arousal. His hips rocked and he moaned softly, his mind focused on his hard cock 
and the rapidly warming curve of his rear. His lover alternated between gently spanking and stroking his plump 
globes, something David loved and adored. Wrapping his arms around the mounds of pillows, David buried his 

face in them and screamed his lover's name as his cock soaked the sheets beneath him. His climax was one of 


pure pleasure, so strong that it nearly caused him to black out. 


That night he knelt on the floor and worshipped his lover. He gave Dave everything he had, letting the younger 


man know that he, and he alone, was the only one that would ever hold David's heart. 


Over the next few days, David heard Oliver's breathy voice coming from his room. Occasionally it was 


accompanied by his lover's as Dave spoke gentle words of encouragement. David would have been lying if he 
hadn't said that he was a little jealous at the time that Dave was spending with Oliver. But he knew that he 
also had to trust his lover and hope that, between them, they were doing the right thing. 


Christmas Eve dawned cold and crisp. Frost had kissed the cobbles with her delicate decoration and David could 


see his breath hang in the air as he stepped outside to collect the post from the postman. As was tradition at 
Christmas, he tipped the man and returned inside. 


One envelope stood out, his name written up on it. David opened it and took out the single folded sheet. 

Dear Mr Ellefson, 

İt is with great regret that | write to inform you that we have yet fo receive word on Mr Olver Hawkins's family. 
Needless fo say, we will continue our research and give you a defnitive answer on their whereabouts in the new 
year. 

A very Merry Christmas to yourself and Mr Grohl, and | look forward fo seeing you in the coming weeks. 

Yours, 

Arthur C. Dunman, 

Foundation of Wayward Souls 


David sighed and placed the letter on the hall table. Oliver would be spending Christmas with them. Not that he 
minded but David had hoped to have the young man back with his family in time for the festivities. 


He turned his eyes toward the door that lead down to Dave's workshop. Instinctively, David knew that both 

Dave and Oliver would be down there and he felt his heart ache. Nothing was changing. Dave still shared his 
bed and ate whatever David cooked. He still held David close and told him that he loved him. 

Picking up the speaking tube, he pressed the button for the workshop and waited for Dave to pick up. 

"Can you come up here, please?" he asked when the younger man eventually answered. 

"Of course. Are you okay?" 

David sighed. "I will be once we've spoken" 

He replaced the tube on the wall and went down to the kitchen to boil water. David carefully made some of 


their favourite coffee, a blend that was flown by airship from Italy. Collecting everything on a tray, he made 


his way to the living area Dave was already lounging on one of the overstuffed divans, his face sprinkled with 


a fine, dark dust. His formerly white shirt was opened down his chest and sweat speckled his skin. Placing the 
tray on the low table, David sat opposite his lover. 


"We need to talk about Oliver," he said as he poured two cups of the rich, black liquid. 

"What about him?" 

Sitting up, David handed a cup to Dave. "I'm jealous," he admitted. 

| thought you would be. David, he won't be with us for much longer. Soon he will be in one of our houses.” 


"But he will never truly be gone," David softly said. "He will work for you, his memory here like a ghost" He 
sighed and leaned back, cradling his drink close. "Do you-" 


"Still love you?" Dave finished. "Of course | do. | could never stop loving you. You have given me so much over 
these past few years. Love, adoration, inspiration You're a calming influence in a world that is often besieged 
by insanity. | built all of this." Dave lifted his hand and gestured at the house. "For you. Without you, there 
would be no household items. There would be nothing for me to look at, nor to inspire me. Without you, there 


would be no life." 


David smiled softly and got to his feet. Crossing the room, he sat beside Dave. Guilt gnawed at his stomach. He 
knew that he had to trust Dave's instincts, just as he had to trust his own 


“There is no word of his family," David said. 
"| suspected there wouldn't be." 


"They most likely abandoned him when they got to the city. Goodness knows they'd feel he was of no use," 
David sadly replied. 


"And that is why l'm grateful that you brought him here. They may have felt that he had no use. But to us, 
he is like a star in the sky. He has talents that he has yet to see. And if it means that we have to rebuild his 


confidence then so be it." 
David's smile was soft and warm. "And, as always, you see those talents before anyone else does." 


‘Just as you see all that | had to offer." David's smile became a little bigger as Dave pressed a kiss to his 
head. "Before | met you, | was just the toymaker. | came up with these strange little ideas and turned them 
into something. But you changed that. You made me add light and colour to them. You helped them to perform 
and to sing. You gave them a soul, David." 


He sighed softly and leaned against the younger man With the coffee cup balanced on his knee, David looked 
around all that they had. The Christmas tree was big and bold, its ornaments sparkling in the morning sunlight. 


Shelves were laden with books, piles more sitting on the floor. Before the fire slept a clockwork cat, its body 
rising and falling with the illusion of life. 


"All of this is because of you, David," Dave murmured, "All of it. Just as Oliver is because of you." The 


younger man paused before he quietly continued, "He misses you. He wants you there." 


At that, David felt his heart ache. He had been the one to bring the young man in to their house in much the 


same way that he had been the one to encourage the current behaviour he felt he loathed so much. 
"He needs someone, David. Someone other than me. | can't care for him in this moment by myself. | need 
someone who is strong to guide not just him but also myself. So please don't be jealous. And please don't be 


sad. Neither of us want that." 


David sighed and tilted his head back. Curling his fingers beneath Dave's chin, David pulled him down for a 
gentle kiss. They stayed like that for a moment until a quiet cough made David pull away. 


Oliver stood in the doorway, his damaged leg not touching the floor as he leaned heavily on his crutch. 
"I'm sorry to interrupt," he said quietly. 


David smiled softly and got to his feet. Reaching out, he took Oliver's good hand in his own. 


David woke to the clock beside the bed chirruping. It was another of Dave's devices with a little brass bird 
that sat atop it. Every morning, at Tam, the bird stretched its wings and sang its song. Normally David would 
awaken and leave Dave to sleep a little longer while he began preparing breakfast. 

Yet, on this Christmas morning, he awoke to an empty bed. He sat up with a gasp and pressed his hands 
around the bed. But it was empty and David felt his heart drop. Where was Dave? Had he spent the night with 


Oliver? David was sure the younger man had been there when he'd come to bed the previous night. 


His hands swept over the pillows and his fingers found something. David picked up a sheet of paper and, 
reaching for the small bedside lamp, he read what his lover had written. 


Dearest David, 
Please stay in bed Were starting the preparations for today. 
Merry Christmas, lover! 


David smiled and slid back into bed. He pulled the blankets around himself and had just closed his eyes when he 
heard the door open. 


"David?" he heard Dave say. "David, are you awake?" 
David's smile widened. "Of course." 


He sat up and, in the low light of the lamp, he found his lover standing at the end of the bed. Dave wasn't 
dressed in his usual attire of dusty trousers and greying shirt. Instead, his lover was dressed in a beautiful 
suit of black crushed velvet. Embroidered leaves danced around the sleeves and collar and Dave's dark hair 
curled around his shoulders, the lamp light picking out the dark brown hues. David was convinced that Dave 
had also trimmed his beard. With his heart softening, David pulled himself from the bed and slowly approached 


the younger man 
"Did you-?" he softly asked. 


Dave nodded, his hands clasped before him and a gentle smile on his lips. David took his robe from the hook 
behind the door and swung it around his shoulders. Sliding his feet into his slippers, he stepped up to his lover 
and wrapped his arms around Dave's waist. He loved the way Dave felt against him, the younger man's body 
thick yet filled with strength and power. He had the ability to pick David up and carry him, yet would never 
use his strength to harm. 


"You look so handsome," David said. 


Dave's eyes sparkled as his face broke into the wide, happy smile that David had fallen in love with. "And I'm all 


yours." 
Standing on tiptoe, David gave him a kiss. "| don't want to go downstairs. Will you come back to bed with me?" 


Mischief danced across the other man's face and David knew that, for the briefest moment, Dave was 


debating David's suggestion. Instead, Dave took David's hand and began to walk him out of the room. 
"Breakfast first and maybe some fun afterwards." 


David allowed the younger man to take him downstairs. He could smell the fresh scent of their home's Yuletide 
trees and hear the crackling of fires in hearths. The warm smell of pastries and bread drifted from the 


kitchen. 


He was lead from the hallway, past the Christmas tree that stretched for the ceiling, and into the dining room. 
David let out a quiet gasp as he took in the work that two men had done. Red and gold cloths were draped 
over the table. Candles stood to attention in candelabra and plates and dishes were filled with breads, pastries, 
meats, cheeses and fruit. The tree was lit, the gentle light flickering from the hundreds of ornaments that 
hung from the branches. Some of Dave's clockwork birds fluttered around the room, their wings and 


mechanics making tiny clicking sounds. Oliver stood at the head of the table, dressed just as smartly as Dave. 


"For me?" David asked 


Dave nodded. "All for you because you deserve it. You work so hard all year looking after others who need you. 


Oliver and myself are just two of those you've helped this year." 

David felt his heart melt and he sat himself at the table. When the two men moved to begin serving him food, 
David shook his head, his warm smile never leaving his lips. 

"Please don't," he said. "That's not who we are. We don't stand to attention Please, come and join me because 
the spirit of Christmas is one of sharing." 

The two men sat with him, one on either side and David felt happiness swell through him. Despite his own 
reservations, Dave hadn't been stepping out on David. Instead, he'd taken Oliver under his wing and, between 
them, they had plotted and planned festivities like no other. 


"Merry Christmas," David said as tears welled in his eyes. 


An arm folded around his shoulder and lips kissed his temple. Looking up, he found Oliver looking at him, a small 


smile on his face. 
"Merry Christmas, Davia." 
His lover repeated the action, his beard tickling David's cheek as he leaned in for his own kiss. 


"Merry Christmas, my angel. May you forever feel the love that returns to you." 


Author's Notes: 
In order for the original story to flow, | took out a handful of scenes. Thanks to a little "encouragement", I'm 


restoring them. Enjoy! 


David quietly led Oliver up the stairs and to the young man's room. Dave was right; Oliver needed their 
attention, love and care, no matter what form that came in. David also knew that, while Oliver enjoyed spending 
time with Dave, he adored being with David. And David knew that he had to overcome his own feelings in order 
to be the person that Oliver needed. 


He quietly closed the door behind them and sat on the edge of the narrow bed. Picking up a towel, David draped 
it across his lap. Oliver stood before him, his blonde hair cascading around his shoulders. He looked far 
healthier than when he'd first come to them with colour in his cheeks and a shine to his hair. He also seemed 
to be moving with more ease and David had seen him completely discard the crutch in favour of using the 


walls and bannisters as an aide. 


Reaching out, he placed his hands at Oliver's hips and drew him closer. The young man came to him without 


hesitation, his eyes filled with trust. 

I'm not going to hurt you," he said softly. "This isn't a punishment. You understand that?" 
Oliver nodded. "I do." 

David smiled softly and let his hands run down Oliver's slender thighs. "Good." 


He carefully unbuttoned Oliver's trousers and pushed them down. The young man was already hard and David 
took in Oliver's large cock and full, heavy balls. Dave had been right when he'd said that Oliver would need a lot 
of attention. Smiling softly, he wrapped an arm around Oliver's narrow waist and gently guided him across his 
thighs. Oliver's bottom was small and pert. Downy soft hair danced across the young man's skin and David 
found himself idly stroking it. Beneath his fingers, Oliver purred and raised his hips. His cheeks parted and David 
couldn't help himself as he slipped a finger between them. 


He wasn't going to chastise the young man for Oliver had done no wrong. Instead David wanted to help him find 
pleasure in the innumerable ways that he himself did. Placing one hand firmly in the small of the blonde man's 
back, David gently began to pat first one, and then the other, cheek. Across his lap, Oliver whined and purred 
with each gentle tap. His hips rolled, pressing his beautiful little ass up into David's hand before pushing his 
erection down against David's thighs. Fascinated, David watched as the young man did something that was 


obviously so natural to him, the muscles in his thighs and back straining with each movement. 


"Good boy," he murmured. "You're doing well." 

David could feel his own arousal growing and he knew that he would have to take care of himself once he'd 
taken care of Oliver. He continued with what he was doing, marvelling at how, despite his gentleness, the young 
man's skin turned a wonderful shade of pink As David continued to spank him, so Oliver lifted his head. His eyes 
were pressed closed and a series of soft "Oh"'s fell from his lips. From the rise and fall of his buttocks, David 
could tell that Oliver was getting closer. He paused to rub Oliver's bottom, feeling the warmth that his own 
hand had brought to the young man's skin. Oliver sighed softly, his back dipping as he once more lifted his little 
bottom. 


"Do you want more?" David softly asked, 


"Yes, please." Oliver's voice sounded distant and David suspected that the younger man was beginning to float 
away on the haze that he himself so enjoyed. 


Lifting his hand from Oliver's buttocks, David resumed his gentle assault. His hand connected with the blonde 
man's soft flesh. David marvelled at how the image of his hand would rise and fade, turning Oliver's skin a 
beautiful shade of pink. 


"You are so beautiful," David murmured. 


Oliver once more rolled his hips and David smiled as the young man's weight settled against his thighs. "T- 


Thank you, Sir." 

"Please don't call me that. It makes me feel as though I'm on show." 

To emphasise his point, he snapped his hand harder against Oliver, a motion that made the blonde man gasp 
and kick his legs. Oliver's erection was pressed against his lap. How he wanted to take the slender man and lay 
him out. David wanted to love him and care for him. Wanted to press himself into Oliver's little rosebud 
entrance. 

David felt himself grow bolder. "Tell me, has anyone taken you before?" 

"N-No, David. | have only pleasured people with my mouth and hands." 


David arched an eyebrow and flicked his fingers against Oliver's tender thighs. "Really, now?" 


"Yes. It earned me a little money." The young man paused and gasped. He rolled on the balls of his feet, his 
buttocks parting and giving David a glimpse of his small, puckered entrance. 


David paused and resumed stroking Oliver's backside. "You'll never have to do that again You're safe now." 


Silence fell over them as they enjoyed the moment. Oliver purred beneath David's touches, his hips rocking as 


he rubbed himself against the towel. With his confidence growing, David slid a finger between the young man's 
soft globes and stroked his entrance. Oliver let out a low moan and dipped his back so as to press himself 


closer. 
‘One day, maybe," David murmured. "One day." 


He would have loved nothing more than to have entered the young man and brought Oliver to his climax. 
Instead, he pulled his hand back and resumed sparking Oliver's plump bottom. Gently he pushed the young man's 
buttocks apart and turned the tender inner flesh a delightful shade of pink. The young man whined and 
trembled, the rolling of his hips becoming more frantic. As David laid a hard smack to his thighs, Oliver howled 
and pressed himself against David's lap. David could feel the young man's cock throbbing, the towel he'd laid 


over his legs barely containing Oliver's copious amounts of semen. 


Gently he stroked Oliver's back and bottom as the young man continued to tremble and gasp. As Oliver 
recovered from his orgasm so David helped him to his feet. The blonde man stood before him and David felt 


his eyes widen in shock 
‘Oh, my," he murmured as he gazed at Oliver's still erect penis. "l-l take it you are not finished yet?" 


Oliver's hard flesh glistened with layer of his semen. A droplet bubbled from the head before slowly sliding 
down his erection. Oliver lowered his head and, from behind the waves of blonde hair, David could see a 


redness touching the young man's cheeks. 
"Well, we'll have to take care of that." 


Discarding the towel, David got to his feet and collected the two pillows from the head of the narrow bed. 
Placing them at the heart of the mattress, he took Oliver's hand and carefully guided him across them. David 
was doing his best to ignore the fire that burned in his own groin. His cock throbbed in his trousers and, as he 
gazed down at Oliver's perfectly presented rump, he had to use all of his willpower to not derobe and take the 


young man. 


Oliver was placid in David's hands. He never lifted his head as David knelt at the end of the bed. Instead, he 
wrapped his arms around the blankets and moaned softly as David once more ran a finger between his tight 
buttocks. Taking a deep breath, David curled himself up at Oliver's feet and pushed the young man's plump 
globes apart. His mouth watered at the sight before him. Oliver's tiny entrance was a wonderful blush pink. The 
skin was puckered and unspoilt, just waiting for someone to pay it attention As before, David pressed a finger 
to it, marvelling how Oliver's muscles tightened and relaxed beneath his gentle touches. His free hand kneaded 


Oliver's buttocks as he moved closer. 
When his tongue darted between Oliver's cheeks, the young man gasped and writhed against the pillows. 


"Please, David," he murmured. "Please." 


David smiled, only too happy to oblige. The tip of his tongue teased Oliver's tiny hole, the smile permanently on 
his face as the young man vocalised his pleasure. As he raised his hips so David could see his still aching 
erection Clear fluid dripped from the head and to the pillows and his balls were pulled up tight beneath his 
erection. David could now see just why the needed to spend so much time with Oliver. The young man needed 
their care, attention and touches to feel as though he was a part of the world. Without it, he would be 


another casualty on the streets of London. 


The more he licked the young man's entrance, the more Oliver moaned and moved. Placing a hand in the small 
of Oliver's back, David held him down, encouraging him to rub himself against the pillows. Oliver obliged and 
David pressed his tongue to the centre of the young man's entrance. The blonde man cried out, his voice 


becoming more frantic as he slid against the soft fabric. 


David's name fell from Oliver's lips and David relaxed as the young man raised his hips one last time before his 
second, and obviously more powerful, climax took over. Oliver rocked back and forth, his hips pressed close to 


the pillows. Beneath his hand, David could feel him trembling, the young man's muscles tight as he released 


against the bed. 


"Good boy," David murmured. "Very good boy" Gently he stroked Oliver's back, his fingers running through the 


sheen of perspiration "Do you need more?" 
Oliver shook his head, his voice weary as he spoke. "No, thank you." 


Placing a kiss in the small of Oliver's back, David slipped from the bed and looked down at the relaxed man. 
Oliver's eyes were heavy and a lazy smile curled his lips. Returning the smile, David pulled the blankets around 


Oliver. 
"Get some rest. You deserve it" 


With Oliver resting, David went straight to his bedroom. Closing the door, he pushed his trousers down and 
released his aching erection. With a handkerchief wrapped around his cock, David sat on the edge of the bed 
and furiously stroked himself. In his mind's eye, he could see Oliver spread across his lap, his young buttocks 
on show as David gently and soundly spanked him. Each crack of his hand and each gasp Oliver gave were 


music to his ears. 


The thin fabric quickly became damp with his own pre-release. David's voice was low, no more than a soft 
moan as he rolled his own hips. How he desired to be in Oliver's place, to be across his own lover's strong 
thighs, rubbing himself as his rear was turned red. He wanted to feel his soft flesh trembling beneath the 


other man's hands, his arousal growing with every spank and whispered word. 


David wanted to spend time in his dream world but that was not to be. Within moments he could feel his 
orgasm rising, the sensations swirling in his stomach. Standing up, David pushed his shirt into the small of his 
back and braced himself against one of the bed posts. Rubbing himself through the thin handkerchief, Dave's 
name fell from his lips as the pleasure began to blind him. His hips snapped back and forth, forcing his cock 


into his tight hand as his balls slapped against skin. 

"Yes!" he moaned. "Oh, yes. Dave. Oh, Dave. Oh, Dave!" 

He discarded the handkerchief and resumed stroking himself, his hand sliding over his slick, hard skin. His cock 
throbbed against his palm and the scent of sex filled the room. With a final cry of his lover's name, David 
pushed himself against his hand and allowed his climax to take over. His cock throbbed and his semen 


splattered against the bed. David trembled and sighed, his head thrown back as he milked the last of the fluid 
from his softening dick. 


| want you to come to the bedroom once dinner is finished," Dave said. 


Glancing up from his meal, David gave the younger man a quizzical look. As always, Dave appeared to be 


wearing an expression of innocence, his dark eyes wide and filled with the wonders of the world. 
Taking his napkin from his lap, David dabbed at the corners of his mouth. "Why?" 
“There's something | want us to do." 


It wasn't unusual for Dave to ask for such things. Some of their most beautiful moments had started with 
such a sentence. But there was something about the softness of Dave's voice that made David blush. 


Once the dirty dishes were cleared way, David climbed the stairs and walked along the hallway that lead to 
their suite. From beyond the slightly open door, he could see candlelight flickering across the walls. 


Stepping into the room, he found Dave and Oliver waiting for him. The young man seemed nervous, yet happy, 


and David gave him a gentle smile before looking to his lover. 
"Dave?" he asked. 
The dark haired man gave him a smile. "I think we've reached a point where things need to change again" 


David felt his heart drop and a chill settle over him. Would this be the moment where Dave announced that he 


was leaving David for the young man that shared their home? "How so?" 
‘Oliver needs more than we can currently offer him and, well, | thought you may like to be with him." 
"And what about us?" David replied. 


Dave's face softened, his expression as warm as ever. "IT would always be the same with us." 


"And you can promise me that?" 
"Absolutely from the bottom of my heart" 


David took a deep breath and stepped up to the two men How long he had desired to take Oliver. How often he 
had thought over the implications of dishonouring his partner in order to feed his, and the young man's, 
desires. How often he had stared at the young, lithe body across his knees and dreamed about the day he 
could touch him. Every time such thoughts had crossed his mind had hurt David and pulled his attention back 
to the beautiful man he shared a bed with. 


Yet here he was, offering David the chance he had been dreaming of. 


Gently he ran a hand over his lover's dark hair. With a gentle smile, he leaned in and kissed Dave. "You are the 


most important thing in my life. | will never do anything that hurts you." 


A hand came to rest in the small of David's back and drew him against the taller man "I know." Dave gently 
returned his kiss. "Go to Oliver. He cries for you, David. Pines for you. Loves you. And so desperately wants to 


be a part of us." 


David gave the dark haired man a final kiss before pulling away. Stepping up to Oliver, David cupped the young 


man's face and gazed down into his large, hazel eyes. 
"You are so beautiful," he murmured. "And I'm so happy that you chose us." 


Oliver gave him a nervous smile and David leaned in to gently kiss him. The blonde man's lips were as soft as 
snow and he felt himself melt as the affection was carefully returned. Arms wrapped around his waist and 
David felt the young man's erection press against his thigh. For a moment, he stood and cradled Oliver close, 


their kiss never breaking. 


Sinking to his knees, David unbuttoned the young man's trousers and pulled out his cock He needed no 
encouragement to wrap his lips around Oliver and begin sucking, his tongue lapping up the copious, thick pre- 
release. Hands landed on his head and soft moans filled the air. David could feel his own cock hardening. He 
couldn't help himself and turned his gaze to the young man's face. To see Oliver with his head thrown back and 


rapture written into his expression was exactly what David needed to drive him on 


He tended to the young man's desires, his lips and tongue teasing sighs and moans from Oliver. The fingers in 
David's hair tightened and pulled him closer. David eagerly did as was silently asked of him and slid his mouth 


along Oliver's erection, his throat opening to take the other man’s large cock. 


Finally, David pulled away and sat back on his heels. Above him, Oliver slumped a little, his hand falling from 
David's head. From the corner of his eye, David could see his lover sitting in the chair by the fireplace. His 
legs were spread and he appeared to be rubbing himself through his trousers. He smiled when Dave finally 
caught his eye. 


David got to his feet and carefully began to help the young man from his clothes. His jacket and white shirt 
fell away while Oliver nimbly stepped from his trousers. For the first time, David was able to take a good look 


at Oliver and was stunned by what he saw. 


The young man was as pale as snow, a result, no doubt, of the winter days. He was as slender as a willow and, 


despite all that he'd been eating. His ribs were visible yet he'd taken on a healthy glow. David was proud of him. 


Sweeping the young man up in his arms, David floored him with a kiss before taking him to the bed. He placed 
pillows at the heart of the mattress and carefully placed Oliver over them, making sure that his damaged leg 
was well supported. The young man whined and shifted a little, his perfect little bottom rising and falling. David 


had seen it before, had watched as Oliver had rubbed himself to orgasm against the blankets of his own bed. It 
was a sight that had sent David running for the privacy of his own chambers. 


David knelt on the end of the bed and placed a hand in the small of Oliver's back Slowly he ran his fingers over 
the gentle curve and up over his ass. He took in the downy softness of the pert globes that he'd so often 
spanked. Bending his head, he pressed a kiss, his first, to them and let out a soft sigh of his own. 


"You are so beautiful," he murmured. "So, so beautiful. I'm no longer afraid that you will take me from my 


lover or that he will wander to you. Instead we shall live in happiness together.” 


Oliver purred beneath his gentle touches and a smile warmed David's face. Suddenly he felt at peace with what 


was transpiring. His heart and soul were no longer commanded by the fears that his mind tormented him with. 


David parted the young man's plump buttocks and ran his finger over the tiny, puckered hole. Oliver gasped and 


writhed, having become used to David teasing him with such gentle caresses. 


David slipped from the bed and collected the glass jar of ointment from the bedside table. His eyes fell on his 
lover and he smiled softly at the sight of Dave. The younger man had slumped down in to his chair and his 
hand was tight around the groin of his trousers. His dark eyes were glazed and he panted softly. David bent 


down and gave him a gentle kiss. 

"Will you join us in a moment?" he asked. 

"You want me to?" 

David nodded, the smile still on his lips. "Most definitely. | would like you To take pleasure from this, too." 

He returned to the bed, taking in Oliver's beautiful, lithe body. Large, hazel eyes watched him, lust already 

beginning to glaze them. His blonde hair fell into his eyes, affording Oliver more innocence than David would 
originally have given him credit for. The young man had admitted to supporting himself through sexual acts 


while he had lived on the streets. Yet something had made him save his virginity. Whether he knew he would 


find a home or whether it had never been a desire, David didn't know. 


David knew all too well that the cream of lavender and sandalwood was cold to the touch and he told Oliver as 
much. He wasn't surprised when the young man gasped in shock before raising his hips to present himself. 
David carefully prepared him, taking his time and talking the blonde man through every step over the process. 
His fingers plunged into Oliver, stretching him and finding the sensitive spot that made the young man howl and 
writhe. 


Finally, David pulled away. He let his hand rest in the small of Oliver's back, feeling how it rose and fell with 
every breath. His other hand wrapped around the base of his cock. 


"Are you ready?" he murmured. 
The young man lifted his head to nod. "I am." 


With as much tenderness as he could muster, David slowly pushed himself into the blonde man. He sighed as 
Oliver's warm tightness engulfed him, pulling him deeper. Releasing the young man's back, David wrapped both 
of his hands around Oliver's hips and forced himself to pause. 


"You feel incredible," he softly said. "Thank you for allowing me to do this." 


Oliver merely whined and rolled his hips, pushing himself back onto David. It was a movement that made David 
smile and, with his teeth digging into his lower lip, he began to slowly thrust. He kept his eyes on Oliver, 
watching the young man's reactions and hoping that he wasn't causing any pain. When he saw no signs of 
distress, David pushed himself deeper. Oliver howled as David pressed against the spot deep inside of him. 


"Yes! Oh, David, yes! Please give me more, Sir. Please!" 


David could not stop himself. Just the sight of the young man writhing against him and the words that fell 
from his lips were enough to drive him onwards. Gripping Oliver's hips, David pulled the blonde man to the end 
of the bed. Placing Oliver's feet on the floor, David bent him over the edge of the bed and once more entered 
him. He rolled on the balls of his feet, pushing himself in deeper and harder as he gave in to both his and 
Oliver's desires. Beneath him, the young man squirmed and howled. His hips rose and fell, his back dipping in a 
way that made David want to rub himself against the other man's soft silky flesh. Blonde hair spilled across 
Oliver's shoulders and down his back as he screamed to David, begging him to make him release against the 


bed. 


So lost in the moment was he, that David almost ignored the lips that whispered against his cheek. Turning his 
head, he looked straight into Dave's eyes. They were endless pools of darkness, showing the other man's soul in 
all its glory. David paused and clasped Dave's face. He gently kissed the other man, savouring the feeling of his 
lover's lips. They were soft and plump, begging David to lose himself in the moment. Dave's hand wound in to 
his hair and pulled him close, deepening the kiss. 


"I love you," David murmured. "I will love to you to the ends of time." 


"Just as | will always love you," Dave quietly replied. 


Dave stepped away from him and stood before Oliver's head. When he rested a hand in the young man's hair, 
Oliver's turned to look at him. David watched as Dave bent to talk to him, his fingers sliding to the blonde 

man's cheek before he reached to unbutton his own trousers. When he offered his cock to Oliver, the blonde 
man eagerly took it in his hand. David watched as he gazed adoringly at Dave and wrapped his lips around the 


head of David's lover's cock. All of them were together in a way that David could never have imagined. 


Returning his attention to Oliver, David began to move. The young man was complacent under their hands as 
he paid attention to both Dave and himself. David ran his hands over Oliver's delectable young body, taking in 
the firm muscles that lay beneath his silky skin. 


The passion rose in his body, coiling through his groin and threatening to overwhelm him. Amid it all, he could 
hear Dave's voice calling to him, encouraging him. The words were thick with lust and, with one final thrust, 
David cried out as he came. His cock throbbed and his seed filled the young man. Beneath him, he felt Oliver 


shift and heard him moan, the young man trembling with him. 


Stepping back, David took in the image of Oliver and Dave. His lover gently stroked the young man's head, his 
cock now flaccid as hazel eyes adoringly stared up at him. David smiled and carefully lifted Oliver into his arms, 
marvelling at how light the blonde man was. Those eyes turned to him and Oliver smiled as he nestled himself 
down into David's arms. David carefully leaned against his lover, his heart swelling as Dave wrapped an arm 


around his shoulders. 
‘| love you," he repeated. "Thank you for giving me the world” 


Dave pressed a kiss to David's head. "I love you, too. Thank you for accepting all | have to offer.” 


